
The hi (lory 

For time is like a fafhionabie hoaft. 

That (lightly fhakes his parting guefl by th’hand; 

And with his armes out-flretcht as he vvouldflie, 
Grafpes in the commer .• the welcome euer fmiles, 
Andtarewell goes OBtfighing. Let not vertue feeke, 
Remuneration for the thing it was. For beauty, wit. 
High birth, vigor of bone.dclcrt in feruice, 
Loue,friendfliip,charity,are fubiefts all, 

To enuious and calumniati g time. 

One touch of naturemakes the w hole world kin. 

That all with one confent piaife new-borne gaudes, 
Though they are made and moulded of things pad. 
And gee to duft,that is a little gu.lt,- 
More laud then guilt ore-dulled. 

The p refent eye prarfes theprefent obi eft. 

Then maruell not thou great and coraplet man. 

That all the Greckes begin to wotfliip eAiax ; 

Since things in motion looncr catch the eye. 

That what flirs not. The crie went once enthee, 

And {'till it might,and yet it may againe. 

If thou would!} not entombe thy felfe aliue. 

And cafe thy reputation in thy tent. 

Whofe glorious deeds but in tl cfe fields of late. 
Made emulous millions mongft the gods them feluee, , 
And draue great Mars to faftion. 

fs4chtY. Of this my priuacie, 

2 haue ftrong rcafons. 

Vlif. But gainflyour priuacie. 

The rcafons are more potent and heroycall t . . 

Tis knowne Ach'dles that you are nilouc 
With one of Pr tarns daughters. 

Ach'd. Ha ? knowne. 

'Uiif, Is that a wonder : 

The prouidencc thats in a watclifull Hate, 

Knowes almbll etiery thing, 

Findes bottom in the vneomprehenfiue depth, 

Kecpes place with thought and almoft like the ’ d 
Do thoughts ynuaile in their dumbe cradles. 
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ofTrojltts CreJJeida. 

There is a myfterie ( with whom relation 
Durft neuer meddle ) in the foule of Hate, 

Which hath an operation morcdiuine. 

Then breath or pen can giue expreflure to: 

Ai! the commerfe that you hauc had with Troy, 

As perfeftly is ours,as yours my Lord, 

And better would it fitt Achilles much, 

To throw downe HePiorthca Polixena. 

But it mull grieue young P irbtts now at home. 

When fame fihall in our Hands found her trumpe. 

And all the Greekilh girles {hail tripping fin g . 

Great Hettors filler did Acbtttts winne. 

But our great Aiax brauely beacc downe him : 
Farewell my Lord 1 as your louer fipeake, 

Thefoole Aides ere the Ice that yon firould breake. 

p Atr . To this effeft Achilles haue I moou’d you, 

A woman impudent and mannilh growne. 

Is not more loth’d then an effeminate man 
In time of aftion .* 1 ftand condemnd for this 
They thinke my little ftomackto the warre. 

And your great loue to me,rellraines you thus, 

Sweete route your lelfe,and the weake wanton 
Shall from your neck vnloofeh'S amorous fould. 

And like dew drop from the Lions mane, 
be fhooke to ayre. 

Ach.ShiW Aiax fight with Hetlor. 
p atro. I and perhaps receiue much honor by him,, 
Acbtl. I fee my reputation- is at flake, 

My fame is fhrowdly gor’d. 

Patro. O then beware. 

Thofe wounds heale ill, that men- do giue themfeluc*, 
Gmiflion to doe what is neceflary, 

Seales a commiffion toa blanke of danger. 

And danger like an ague fiibtly taints 
Euen then when they fit idely.in the fiinne. 

Achd. Go call Tberjites hctbci fw ect P atractua* 
lie fend the foole to Aiax , and defire hin 
T’inuite the Tioyan lords after ihc co mb 
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